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TIED UP AT SCARBORO’. 


_ “It must have been in a very weak moment that Poor Papa decided to try his luck at Scarboro’ in the rope line. His challenge that he would free 
himself of the cords, tied by any two persons in the crowd, was readily accepted by a couple of very fair specimens of the A.B. Alexandry says that 
Pa’s contortions were more like a live eel in a tub outside a fishmonger’s shop than anything he can think of. Everyone seemed to enjoy the sport except Pa. 
At the tine of writing he is striped all over like a zebra. I want him to exhibit himself as the ‘ Tattooed Man Up to Date.’ I do hope he will.” —Tootsi. 


R EL y . 
CRUELLY ROAXKED DICK SAVAGE, POET AND MURDERER. 


“HE was,” says Dr. Johnson, “of a middle stature, of a 
thin habit of body, a long visage, coarse features, and 
melancholy aspect; of a grave and manly deportment, a 
solemn dignity of mien, but which, upon a nearer acquaint- 
ance, softened into an engaging easiness of manner. His 
walk was slow and his voice tremulous and mournful. He 
was ensily excited to smiles, but very seldum proveked to 
langhter.” 

This man, Richard Savage, had in the world one deadly 
enemy—his mother; and his mother, if she could have done 
so, would have sold him fora slave or seen him hanged. 
This mother, Anne, Countess of Macclesfield, was possibly 
one of the most inexplicable women on record, n 1697, 
Johnson says, “She having lived some time upon very 
uneasy terms with her husband, thought a public confession 
of adultery the most obvious and expeditious method of 
obtaining her liberty.” | She said. therefore. that her son 
was the child of Earl Rivers, and the earl gave him his 
own name, which was inserted in the regiater of St. Andrew's, 
Holborn. He, however, left Dick in his mother’s care, and, 
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whatever were her motives, she ina very short time removed { N 
- him to the care of a poor woman, named Savage, and > y 
1. “Ah!” murmured Buggles, as he surveyed the 2. “Tsay, Reuben, we'll soon be able to start a tackle 3. The lads were conspicuous by their absence, being directed her to educate him as her own, and never to inform a 


him who were his parents. When Earl Rivers was on his 
death-bed, he sent for the countess, then married to 
Colonel Brett, and insisted on knowing where the boy was, 


Nia “this looks like sport, Eh? What's that, you shop through us getting fayther to paint that old board at least three miles away, and enjoying a very fair 
is ve ?--water bailiff coming? Mind my tackle for a abont ‘Private Fishin’,” sha‘'n't us?" When Buggles day's sport indeed, Buggies’ language, when he found 
vb willyou? Allright! Here's off!" ret-rned for that tackle,— out tho trick, was— well, there! 


as he wished to provide for him in his will; but the wretched 
woman was wicked enough to say that the child was dead, and 
poor Dick thus lost six thousand pounds, which were left by the 
earl to some stranger, the countess herself being a very rich 
woman, 

This was not, however, the end of her cruelties, for she calmly 
entered into a plot, happily defeated, of selling him asa slave in 
the American plantations, She then apprenticed bim toa shoe- 
maker in Holborn, and, whilst there employed, his reputed 
mother, Mrs, Savage, died, and Dick, examining the contents of her 
boxes, discovered the truth, F 

He then applied to the countess, beseeching her to grant him 
an interview, but without effect. He would wander backwards 
and forwards at night before her door “in hopes of seeing her, as 
she might come by accident to fhe window.” — But all his assiduity 
and tenderness failed to soften her heart; and, meanwhile, having 
viven up his trade, he was reduced to misery and want, — By some 
chance, he then became a play-writer ; and, though he made very 
little by his plays, they gained him the friendship of several men 
of witand fashion, who fed and treated him aud extolled his 
literary merits. 

On November 20th, 1727, Richard Savage and two pot com- 
panions were rambling about the streets and got into a senseless 
quarrel with another toper ina low tavern near Charing Cross, 
with the result that Savage and his friends were put upon their 
trial for murder and found guilty, there being little doubt that 
Savage, with his sword, stabbed the man they fought with whilst 
one of the others was commanding the weapon of the deceased, 

“The conviets,” we read, “being reconducted to prison, were 
heavily ironed, and remained with no hopes of life but from the royal 
mercy.” Incredible as it may appear, Savage's mother, now seeing 
her chance of getting entirely ridof her hated sou, had the horrible 
inhumanity of prejudicing the Queen against him by telling her a 
series of cruel hes, among others that Savage had attempted her 
(his mother’s) life. Stronger influence, however, was brought to 
bear on the case, and the poet, in the end, was set at liberty, and 
for a time, liberally pensioned by Her Majesty, Lord Tyrconnel and 
Pope. But, though the poor fellow had now so many friends, he 
was for ever in distress, and, having worn out the patience of all 
by his irregularities, he died in Newgate in Bristol, a prisoner for 
debt and in his forty-sixth year, and was buried at the expense of 
his jailor. He was much more mad than bad, and how can we 
wonder at his wild life? 

* * * 

“[ have recently arrived at the conclusion,” bezan the Bublet, 
when Billiam the Bilious planted his off hoof inthe ceutre of his 
wardrobe and Alexandry was subsequent!y picked up tlat, 

(Nert week, Two Ducks—Secen Years.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—_—— 


*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to he returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks, GEORDIE, but we hanna got the needful space to spare. 
We're really very grateful to you, JACK, For the interesting relic 
which you sent us for our show, And pleased to hear you do not 
want it back. It's a matter of opiniun, HERBERT CHALMERS, and 
we think Youacted ina very hasty way. Your suggestion iswt 
vasible, Miss HANLEIGH, and, besides, ‘Twould be absurd to try 
and make it The little sketch you forward us ta uscleas, 
BERTIE WRIGHT. ZJt's not at all the sort of thing we like, We're 
sorry for you, PITTER, but what can a man erpect When he's 
stupid fool enough to go onstrile? Youcanget the waltz fromany 
musicaeller’s, EDITH WYNN. The publishers are Ascherberg and 
Co, Your verses never reached us, ARTHUR PLAYPAIR, we can 
awear, No, ZEVIA, we really do not know, It's certainly dnnoying 
anda pity, WILLIE BEARD; The loss of it completely spoils the 
at, You wouldn't wonder, Juso, at our sumetimes getting riled, 
If you knew the provocation that we get. 


—— 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—>— 

IT was so silent that when she simply winked her dexter eyelid 
at the portrait of her loved one, the jeweller'’s shop bloke opposite 
thought his boy was shoving down the shutters before time, and 
started out with a thick stick to give him a champion penn’orth of 
what for, with a gill and a half of box-on-the-ears gravy, This is 
as true as—— we 

* 


THERE is a certain near relative of the Phlebotomized Telegraph 
Pole’s who has, like the I’. T. P. himself, a great many names. 
One of those names is Abaddon, “ And yet,” muses SLOPER, “ con- 
sidering the wickedness of our worthy friend, Mr. Satan, the name 
Abaddon is undoubtedly Agood'un!"” 

zs 


* 
THE golden hair that Flossie wears 
Is hers: who would have thought it? 
She swears it’s hers—and true she swears, 
For we kuow where she bought it! 
-f 


= 
“ AHEM, Mr. Fastley,” said Aunt Geezer, “my daughter Evelina 
informs me that you took the liberty of kissing her behind the door 
in the passage.” “ Well, madam,” Mr. Fastley replied, jocularly, “ I 
certainly took a kiss, and if the young lady desires it, 1 will return 
it.” “She does desire it, sir,” said Aunt Geezer, puckering up her 
dry and withered lips, “and I will pass it to her, if, you please.” 
** [ Oh, horror! 
* 


PrRompPT kindness is the true spirit of politeness. Yet the middle 
aged gentleman, who heiped his young ‘ooman to the custard by 
the nid of his upper set of false teeth, ‘cos the spoons were not 
quick enough coming—well, anyhow, he wasn't exactly kissed on 
his bald head straight off the reel, you bet. : 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 381.—The * Searboro’ Bathing” Costume 


“This little pig went to market, 
and what do you think she is 
carrying home in her satchel ? 
A new powder-puff ? No. Well, 
T'll tell you in a whisper, Broad 
beans; she’s passionately fond 
of ‘em."* 


RETURNED WITH THANKS. 

He. Ob, Jemimar, won't you return my 
love ? 

She. 1 will, for L ain't got no use for it. 


AT THE NAVALRIES. 
Alice, Oh! if you please. we've been robbel of our purses an‘ our tickets, and 
we've no money to get home with. 
Jack Tar, Very sorry, I'm sure, miss, but I don’t see how T can help you. 
Alice, OM! T thought you would, An olf gentleman I told my story to just 
now told me to tell it to the Marines. I thoazht you were one, 


“Come back, Miss Tda, you 
_ “Go it, little ‘un, you've got a tough nanghty child, you'll fall over the 
joh to lift fourteen stone over your | cliffs and break your neck, and 

[ shontder,” | then perhaps you ll be happy. * 


(Saturday, August 15, 1691. 


THERE'S nothing like the survival of the fittest. Poor Snooks 
was fully impressed that the reason why corporals and sergeants 
wear stripes on their arms, arises from the fact that, in the good 
old days, they always had to have bandages on from the blisters 
raised in hugging the simple “ generals" of commerce. They are 
conservative in the army, so as they don’t use so many bandages 
they keep up the idea with stripes. 

ss 


—— 


s 
HE was an ingenious youth, who thought that jack-towels were 
invented amply that good young men might make their lips com- 
fortable who had been kissing the cooks behind the kitchen door, 


* 
WHEN men are bound by friendly bands 
And meet each other, they shake hands ; 
When they become antagonists, 
They meet each other shaking tists. 
s+ 
s 
“WHat have you got on to-day,” said Mac, as he stumbled into 
the sixpence-a-cut-off-the-joint-and-a-penny-the-waiter emporium, 
“We've got you, an] you've got a bally sight too much en for us, 
so you just chuck it, before you have the rim of that new third 
best tile of yours coopered up by the parochial asphalte.” 
= 2 


= 
Overheard at the Oxford, 

Unsophisticated Yeung Lady (gazing at her refreshment), What 
are the straws for, (‘harlie? 

Charlie (who evidently thinks he knows all about it). Why, to 
stir it up with, of course. 

(J hope they were “ Brightened” up before they left 
the establishment.—ED, 
7 

“WERE vou at poor Lushington's funeral yesterday?” inquired 
Jones, “Yesh, | wash there,’ answered McGooseley. “Very 
affecting sight, I suppose,” temarked Jones, “when the coffin was 
placed on the bier?" “I didn’t shee any beer,” said McGooseley, 
“but there wash plenty of whisky, and—hic—I had shome.” 


* 
FOOTPRINTS in the sands of Time 
Lead us up to glory’s doors ; 
But how oft we meet amongst them 
Marks of tumbling on all fours ! 


* 

“THE woman ‘who hesitates is lost!” The woman who can't 
make up her mind when surprised on washing day, and the 
feminine family hose is on the clothesline in the back yard—this 
woman who doesn’t know whether to hide her blushes behind the 
dustbin or to start with a sweet smile to the fond embrace of her 
loved one, who clasps her to his heart, clothespegs and _all—th/s 
woman ought to be sent to the Home for Incurables and Fractious 
Maidens Troubled with the Anti-Kiss-In-The-Ring Fever and to 
Spare, *,* 

“Whar do you think of the beautiful Miss Poudré?” inquired 
Spiffins. “I don't care for her,” replied Spoffins, carefully brush- 
ing the powder off his shoulder. “1 prefer a girl who will stick to 
her colours.” *\° 


“ HAVE you ever asked a girl to marry you?” asked Smith. “ Yes, 
twice,” i ere Jones. “What did they say?” inquired Smith. 
“First girl said she didn’t know me well enough, and the second 
said she knew me too well, You can never satisfy some women.” 

** 


J 

UNDER 8 spreading tree they sat ; 

He—with his arms around her waist, 
She, with her head upon his breast— 

Stole from her yielding lips a taste 
Of something that seemed very like 

A red coloured, rose scented paste ! 

** 


On a late interesting occasion, when Mrs, Shorty added to the 
population, Mr. Shorty was sitting on the stairs weeping tears of 
gin and sympathy. On leaving the bedroom the doctor, perceiving 
some little animal crying, observed, compassionately, “ Never mind, 
my little man, your mother will soon be better.” My mother be 
—” And then the blueness of the atmosphere and the sul phures:- 
ness of the odour assured the doctor that he was not addressing an 
innocent child. = * 


“T HEAR that Robinson has gone wrong,” said Smith: “and 
that he can’t meet his creditors.” “ Lucky devil,” replied Hardup ; 
“I can't keep away from mine.” 


* 

No teetotaler is so bigoted as the boozer who has ‘recently 
turned teapot. “Look here, old man,” observed one the other day : 
“how much do you reckon it costs you every week for whisky? ' 
“What has that to do with you?” asked his friend. “Oh, con- 
sidering the interest of the subject of temperance,” replied the 
other, “I regard it as a pertinent question.” ‘I consider it a bally 
impertinent one,’ answered his friend, and he straightway knocked 
the teapot over into the corner, - Such is life. 


* 
THE newly made bride may be witty, 
Or stupid, ‘tis small matter which, 
The maiden inquires if she’s pretty, 
The youth wants to know if she’s rich, 


“Do you think there is anything in walking under a ladder?” 
asked Sniftins. ‘Oh, yes!” said Snuftins, “there is very often some 
paint on your hat.” + w 

* 


“Ir'’s very hard to ask for bread and be refused,” whined 
Lazarus. “Is it?” asked Dives. “It looks easy enough.” 
-* 


= 

THE Old ’Un must have been bad. Of course, his nightly practice 
is to shove the unbusiness end of his hot twopenny smoke between 
his ruins of teeth. Still, he was a thimbleful of so-so when 
he sat astride of the beer barrel, and, sticking the vent pez 
back into its native aperture, thought all the time he was finishinz 
off his “Morales.” “Such cool shmoking, too. Wouldn't think 
you'd as much as an angel's cyelash in your mouth.” 

- 


* 

THE modestest girl that was ever known actually put on gaiters 
when she went up in the balloon, on the awful off chance of the 
man in the moon twigging of her ankles with a patent binocular. 

= * 


WITH women it is as sweet moments that rise, 
Yet are past and forgot when they fall ; 
Each one, as she passes, is dear in our eyes, 
But the present is dearest of all, 
* * 


HE enid he lived on the skirts of the forest. “ Yet, forall that,’ 
said SLOPER, “I can’t quite exactly understand his having to ¢o 
down to Epping Forest to make a square meal off hung-out-to-dry 
flannels ev ry time he entered for the hunger stakes.” 

-* 
= 

IN the present age every force can be utilized to produce 
clectricity. Since Wilhelmina Susan Higgs has become engace 
her scientific brother has arranged a special apparatus so that her 
young man can never squeeze her lovely hand avithout causing 3 
smail wheel to revolve on her wrist. which, by the ingemon= 
mechanism, creates a certain amount of frictional electricity. 
Although they've not as yet proposed to light the whole pari-h. 
free gratis, still, so affectionate is the youth, his young woneit 
prodsuces qnite enough of the vital spark to save him investing 
six-boxes-a-penny tandstickers, to light his fourpenny smokes 


me a 


Saturday, August 15, 1891.) 
: TOOTSIE AT RYDE. 


—_~— 


“WIGHT,” says ma’s guide, dated 1803, “ 
between the counties of Dorset and Sussex, 


is situated nearly midway 
A mail packet sails 
every morning 
from  South- 
ampton soon 
after the ar- 
rival of the 
post from Lon- 
don, which car- 
ries passengers 
at the very 
moderate price 
of one shilling 
each,” 
In'those good 
old times, the 
Isle would ap- 


= _to have 
TP had its draw- 
Tt, backs, For 


fi instance— 
'/ © There are few 
disagreeable 
‘reptiles here, 
erin Vipers, 
A gill of salad 
oil taken inter- 
nally, anda 
fomentation of 
the wounded 
2 part with some 
(Saar ae of the same 
aes liquid, warmed, 

A scusational arrival. is the simplest 
; and most effec- 
directions, but no matter, 


” 


tualcure,” A little vague, perhaps, these 
Again, though, “The mole-cricket, or gryllus talap, has sometimes 
been found here, This singular insect, though perfectly inoffen- 
sive, from its ludicrous and disgusting figure, is apt to excite emo- 
tions of dread and abhorrence.” 1 haven't met with One yet, but 
Ithink the unprotected and thinly clad maiden has, as a rule, a 
deal to guard against when endeavouring to participate in rural 
recreation, 

Weare at Ryde, at the “ Pier Hotel,” which faces the sea, and is 
very comfortable in its general arrangements. We are, of course, 
as usual, the observed of all observers, and our departure per coach 
to Carisbrooke Castle was quite sensational. Carisbrooke is, a8 vou 
know, associated with the memory of Charles [.,, formerly cailed 
the Martyr. A modern writer says—* In looking at this mournful 
yet beautiful ruin, we are looking at one of the last lairs of a 
hunted King. Mocked with ever decreasing liberty, and tantalized 
with cruel delay, simply that 
the headsman” might have 
time to sharpen his axe.” 

Ryde is very lively just. now 
owing to the regatta, and the 
same may be said of Cowes, 
the beloved of Yachtsmen. 
I can't say that I take a very 

“deep interest in the sailing 
forth and returning of the 
silly boats, and never for the 
lifvof me can make out which 
wins and which loses; but 
the seafaring persons seem to 
xo into it heart and soul, and 
there is generally a jolly lunch, 
which we girls can, at anyrate, 
appreciate, 

There are some good shops 
in Ryde, and I have gone in 
heavily at Penberthy’s for 
“vertical stripes” and other 
novelties, But, of course, Bob 
srumbled at waiting outside, 
and grumbled a little more 
when he saw the bill. : 

The pier at dard is @ grand 
institution, both by day and 
night, and when they get the 
electric light on it it will be 
perfect. As itis it isa delight- 
ful promenade, aud a place to 
pretend to listen to the band 
or Bob's chatter, or to sit in 
fetching attitudes and make 
believe to be reading — not 
that I have done so, for I have been really mes! and with 
freat pleasure too, “The Merriest Man Alive,” a jolly book by 
Jolly John Nash. Get it and you will thank me for the tip—some 
of his stories are screamingly funny, 

Bob, if you please, has resumed his ae and is at it hour after 
hour without any result ; but I don't complain, it keeps him quiet. 
There surely is no place where you can go for such glorious drives 
as the Isle of Wight and see such varied scenery with so little 
fatigue. Shanklin and Blackgang chines are things to dream of 
for ever, whilst the Underclitfe is thus very properly described “a 
strip of real fairyland, guarded from wild winds by grim cliffs on 
the one side and wooed by white-foamed summer seas on the other, 
it runs a thing of beauty.” The common or garden guide book 
maker can't help bursting into poetry on the Isle. Meanwhile the 
Snooklet and Billy make sights of themselves in the ocean, having 

with characteristic 

stupidity taken head- 
ers from the bathing 
pier at low tide into 

“three feet of water, 

, Killy is now not at 
7 all well, and Bob has 
“been to the Pharmacy 

in High Street and 
surchased of Mr, Pol- 
urd some Hepatic salt, 
heurotonic tineture 
and entomotetenic, 
which he has taken 
mixed. We are now 
sitting in a row wait- 
ing to see how he will 
set on, 

In_ the meantime 
the Dook babbles of 
ancient fairy lore ; 
for instance, he states 
that Isle of Wight 
means channel island, 
as Gwy is Celtic for 
water, and Gwyth the 
Channel ; and further 
adds that the inhabit- 
ints” were formerly 
called Unthii or 
Gwythii—the inhabit- 
ants of the Channel 
Isle. Billy does not 
Snook let has stopped 
amazement at Billy, who is 
a tish out of water, and writhing 


The patient angler. 


Tu three feet of water. 
eet better. Weare all very anxious, and even 
chattering to gaze in awestruck 
‘ternately gasping for breath like 
like a snake contortionist, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE ONE IMPORTANT ITEM. 


THE good old bards are dead and gone, 
Their harps are now but rust ; 

Their tlesh has mingled with the soil, 
Their whiskers with the dust, 


No more we hear the roundelay 

Of maids with golden hair, 
With eyes of blue that matched the skies, 
With forms beyond compare, 


These points the modern knight wots not, 
Nor dves he care 2 dash ; 
The question now that's simply asked 


Is, * Has she heaps of cash?” 


A LITTLE MIXED. 


Baker (suspiciously), 1 oe as ‘ow you're better, Mr. SLOPER? 
The Eminent. Better? What dyer mean? I'm all right, 
Baker, You wasu't last night. 
ally, Last night! Why, what did I say? 

Baker, Why, you offered to bet yer ‘at and umbrella ag'in a 
shillin’ as that the law compelled me to sell tish, 

The Mildewed One (naturally bewildered). Oh, great Scott! I 
must have been on, or else you were, Tell us all about it, 

Baker, Why, you was a carryin’ on about short weight, and then 
you said, and stuck to it, that by law every baker was ‘bliged to 
oy about “skates and whales.” 

Staper, Go on, you old fool! 1 meant weights and scales, 
Baker, 1 ain't a fool, and IT dunno wot you meant. 
know wot you said, and you'll tind you've got to pay driuks 

when you turn up this evening. 


_—___. 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A. SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M. 
(Being further annotated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 


CHAPTER VII. 
JOHN. 1199 to 1216, 


JOHN was the brother of Richard I. He was not the heir proper 
to the throne, In fact he was not proper at all. As the poetic but 
dissolute Raoul de Sloper remarked, “ Boozed at night he went to 

; Rose at morn with alla head.” The real heir to the throne 
was Arthur, son of Geoffrey, third son of Henry Il. There are all 
sorts of stories, some of them true, some of them false. Only 
| ubout ninety-nine and three-quarters out of a hundred are false, 
For history, that’s a small allowance, 

Among other small matters, John, who was already married 
took into his head that he would 
Marche, for his wife. He got the Indy's papa to consent, obtained a 
divorce from his poor legitimate old woman, and started, as Raoul 
de Sloper expressed it, “ fairly fair and square on the new matri- 
| monial lay,” 

John, in France and Normandy, got several out and out knock- 
ings about from Phillip the Great. We don't hear much about 
these victories, because we happened to lose them. It's & way they 
have in thearmy! John was iterally chucked out of Normandy 
| wltogether, and came down head foremost on the paving stones of 
Old England. 

The King, by his evil courses, keeping the companionship of 
Raoul de Sloper, made himself unpopular with the Pope Innocent. 
The Pope excommunicated John, and then De Sloper by himself, 
The amount of curses laid upon the evil Raoul would have been 
enough to turn all the beer in the country into vinegar, To get 
the Pope to forgive him, and as the only way he could ever escape 


round 


from the writters waiting for him was by going out of the top attic 
ina balloon, Raoul made the usual hilgrimaye to the East, Having 
bones 


disguised himself as an Ethiopian, banjo slung on back and 
in fond, he bade farewell to his master and monarch, When his 
death was heard of, Johu remarked that on Sloper’s tomb should 
| be written, “He has gone to that bourne from whence no traveller 
' returneth.” Underneath this, however, an unfeeling baron— 
William de Snook—added, “ And a bally good job too.” 

John, by his evi! conduct, raised all his barons against him, By 
the league of the barons, he was forced to sign the immortal Magna 

harta, thus fully recognizing and admitting the rights and 
liberties of the people. Among the principal rights granted 
were :— 

1, No female trapezist, acrobat or other performer is at any time 
to be compelled to show her back to any vestry man, parish beadle, 
retired shrimp head crusher or county councillor, 

2. No free born i compelled to keep more than two 


citizen is to be 
cooks, three cold joints and half-dozen barrels of beer at a time for 


the benefit of the police, etc., etc. 
John died. And not a thimbleful of tears was shed for him by 


the whole community, 


MODESTY. 
HE was sucha pleasant fellow, 
So polite, so polished, too ; 
Everywhere we went together 
He would murmur—« After you!” 


Did we reach a door together, 
He would never first vo through, 
But would wait and let me pass him, 
Saying, softly—“ After you!" 


Was there anything we wanted, 
And was not enough for two, 

He would always let me have it, 
Always murmured—“ After you!” 


So it was on each occasion, 
Whatsoe'er the case might be; 

He would never be the leader, 
But was always after me. 


He has borrowed sundry “ fivers,” 
Maybe, ’tis a passing whim, 

But he has not since been heard of— 
And now | am after him. 


_—_.—____ 


THE TRANSGRESSOR’'S TERROR AGAIN. 


His Fosst.su1p, accompanied by a young lady who shall be 
nameless, was seated in the gallery of a theatre which shall be 
nameless, waiting for the curtain to rise on a blood curdling drama 
which shall be nameless, But His Fossilship, to whom anything 
savouring of vulgarity is as cod liver oil i’ th’ mouth, was unhappy. 
For a row or two above him was a young man who kept talking in 
a loud voice, and who, like the Burton of Robert Burns’ famous 
epigram, interlarded his conversation freely with “ Dem my eyes!” 
and “ Dem my blood!” and “Well, I'm demned !” and sich, to the 
disgust of the majority of his hearers, 

At last Ilis Fossilehin, unable to contain himself longer, arose 
and addressed the audience with that kingly dignity which sits on 
him like a 73 glove on a 83 hand, 

“My friends, if a certain person, who shall be nameless, does not 
abstain from a certain style of expression, which shall be nameless. 
T shall be compelled to relieve you of my esteemed company. [ 
um proud to cliss myself as a gallery god; | am happy in the 
\ sponte yt anlleny gods ; but demme if I cau stand a gallery ‘dem ’- 
mV -706 

Needless to say, the eloquent rebuke had the desired effect. The 
demigod was transmogrified instanter into the most respectable uf 


j sods. 
Be 


I on'y | 


would be 
found = that 
he had 
changed his 
name from 
Cruets to 
Sulpholino 
Sprattiani) 
was troubled 
iu his mind, 
A telegram 
he had just 
| Teceived told 
him = of the 
serious ill- 
hess of a 
near rela- 
tion, and 


| her father’s “turn,” and hand him at 
like to have Isabella, Countess of | 


1 
' 
' 
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! 
‘ 
4 
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HER LUNATIC LOVER. 


HONEsT but tolerably well-to-do Cructs, waiter ina City restan- 
rant by day and exhibitor of world famed performing boarhounds 
atoan Kast- 
end theatre 
of varieties 
ut night (by 
which time, 


a3) 4 matter 
of business 
—we beg 


pardon, pros 
Session — it 


asked him 
to “come at 
once.” The 
hear relation 
was living, or dying, in Brighton ; to obey the wire would mean to 
spend or toss the night away ; and what, in the meanwhile and in 
the name of goodness, was to become of the boarhound perform. 
ance at the Tivolero? 

It was now three o'clock in the afternoon. If he put the journey 
off until early the next morning, an unreasonable fate would kiil 
his near relation before he could arrive to be remembered in the 
will. If he departed “at once” Cruets, not his near relation), au 
unreasonable manager would probably strike the boarhound attrac: 
tion from the programme for goud. 

He called his daughter to him. She, a pretty young thing, 
between seventeen and eighteen, was, so to speak, part of his per- 
formance. _It was Signorina Sprattiani’s, otherwise Bessie Cruets’, 
busi—that is, profession—to stand at one side of the stage during 
different times the different 
thin s—paper rings, papier maché barrels and what not—necessary 


A grand success, 


for the different tricks, 
“What would you advise me to do, my dear?” asked the old 
man of his 
ea eee Feody daughter. : 
! “ hy, 9 0," 
answered Bessie. 


“I can take your 

lace for the night. 
The dear dogs will 
do for me exactly 
what they do for 
you. I’ve tried 
them in the back 
yard while you've 
wen away in the 
City of a day, Do 
go.” 

So he got. 

Bessie was right. 

The dear dogs 
did do for her 
exactly what they 
did for Sulpholino; 
the performance 
was a grand suc- 
cess; and when it 
was over and the 
young Signorina 
had received the 
congratulations of 
the manager in the 
shape of a kiss and 
his carnation, she 
went proudly out 
at the stage door 
and drove home in 
a halo of vanity and a brougham (and a basket). 

As she stepped into this instrument for the conve 
hall artistes, a man hailed a cab in the rear and sai 
“Follow that brougham.” 

Supper was laid in the Cruets’ sitting room, and the landlady had 
retired when Bessie arrived home. The dogs—three of them— 
curled themselves up and fell to sleep beneath the table, while 
their pretty young mistress, kicking off her dainty shoes and using 
her favourite “ Bob ” as a footstool, began her supper. 

Suddenly there came a faint knock at the street door. : 

“The policeman,” thought Bessie, “come to tell me that the attic 
window is open.” And she went sinilingly out with a glass of 
whisky and water, But she was mistaken. It was aman who had 
stared at her fondly—strangely—madly—from his seat at the 
Tivolero. He forced his way through the half opened door, turned 
and locked it, and, before Bessie could recover from her astonish- 
ment sutticiently to make any resistance, dragged the girl into the 
room she had just left, j 
and locked the door 
of that also, 

Bessie tried to shriek 
for help, but it was 
useless, for his large, 
strong hand was over 
her mouth, pressed 
tightly against it, and 
she could scarcely 
breathe. 

“Make a_ disturb- 
ance and I'll choke 
you, you little devil!” 
cried the lunatic, for 
such, by the wild, un- 
canny look in his eyes 

r Bessie guessed 

im to be. “I'll choke 
you!" he repeated. 
“You are mine—mine, 
alive or dead! I've 
longed for you, and 
I've got you!” 

At these words he 
hugged her with the 
strength of a gorilla; 
and she, his hand now 
off her mouth, gave a 
loud shriek and 
swooned, 

A disturbance under 
the table, a growl, a : 4 
howl, then a spring, and the madman had met his match—and jis 
death, 

“ Bob” is still her favourite dog, 


She could scarcely breathe. 


ance of music 
to the driver, 


The madman met Lis match. 


1s 
a3 
=) 


Lady (who has been rummaging stock for 
hvars). lear me, Tam so sorry to trouble you, 
bat L think the pin at 1s. Gd. aney suit, 1 will 
let you kuow in a day or so, 


too absurd. 


9% Biss Sloper will he delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been wserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


ea 
— 


No, 195.—M1ss KATRINE LUCILE FOOTE. 


“No other fair I hereby swear shall ere possess my love.” 

{ ~The Dook Snook. 

' “ Hast thou no pity for thy slave ?” —Lord Bob. 
“ You've stolen my heart from me, darling, Oh, pray give me 

yours in return!” —The Hon, Billy. 


— 


(1). “ What!" joyfully yelped the Elder, “my portrait for the fruntis- 


piece o' ‘ Scottish Saints and Worthics!'” 


“1 hear you have broken off yonr engagement with Miss 
Shutttenvse.”  “ Yaas; you see, her selection of costume was 
1 could not introduce her into society, don't 

cher know.” 


ALLY -SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


the other fellow ’ 


He. No; the other fellah’s trying to serve the Captain with a writ. 


“T have just been the recipient of a 
proposal, dear—not of the sort that I 
am generally used to, but from a hair 


ZEAL. restoring firm, offering me gold untold 
She. Isn't Captiin Splashdash ploughing along— is he having a race with 


to exhibit myself in their window. 
Did you ever hear of such audacity ?” 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—ALBERT CHEVALIER, Esq. 


(1), ‘The other day A. SLOPER found himself at Shepperton. As he was hastening 
towards the “ Anchor Hotel” he encountered a young gentleman faultlessly dressed 
in boating costume. The Aged recognizel him iff a moment—it was Mr. Albert 
Chevalier. “Wot cheer, bloke!" cried he, cheerily, “ where are yer from?” “If you 
wre addressing those remarks to me,” said Mr. Chevalfer, coldly, “I will thank you to 
keep them for some more befitting occasion. If yon desire an interview, meet me 
anon over against the Old Kent Road.” And Mr. Chevalier lita cigarette witha 
match Fucked from a jewelled box, and, scornfully casting the vesta into the air, 
disdaintully turned on his heel—(2). “It ain't.” muttered A. SLOPER, as he 
hastened to extract the vesta from the back of his neck, where, still alight, it had 
alighted, “it ain't exac'ly wot ‘e siz, it’s thur narsty wiy ‘e sis it. That young man 
requires playing up to,” added the Wreck, and, taking the train ‘to Grove's, in the 
New Cut, got fitted with a suit of the newest fake, embellished with pearlies of the 
finest lustre all complete. It being now anon he made his way to the place appointed. 


YET ANOTHER SAINT. 


(2). “Man Elder,” said the photo fiend, “ yell make a fine Saint!" 


He had not long to wait.— (3). “ALLY, ole son, cried Mr. Chevalier, now quite 
another man, “‘ow are yer goin’ on?” “ Albert, I must say I felt hurt this after- 
noon.” “ Wot! wen the poipe light went down yer scruff? Ha, ha!” “ You laugh,” 
said A. SLOPER, reproachfully. “ Lorf! weall, there, Oi thort Oi shud a doyed win- 
iver Oi thort on it."——(4), At that moment a young lady of the neightourhool 
swept by. “ "Tis she!" cried Mr. Chevalier; “'Arriet, 'Arriet, my dear !—d'ear *” 
But the girl heeded him not. “You know the young woman?” This from A. 
SLOPER, “Know ‘er? said the other, bitterly, “menny's thur toime we've drove 
togither down to thur Welsh ‘Arp, which is Endin waiy. Ob, ALLY, night after night 
‘lo I serenade her beneath yon window where she lives, but she, cruel, heartless girl, 
heedeth me not, Old friend ! life’s a blank—farewell” “ Perchance, I may be more 
successful,” said A, SLOPER when alone. That evening the Wreck was warbling 
under her casement. It opened silently.——(5). The next moment he was drenched 
to the skin, and went home a sadder, i a wiser, man. 


(3). This is the dear sanctified Elder, when he saw the first copy. “ Fried thunder 
and baked lightning, bit jist let me git grip o' some o’ them.” 
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—Extract srom Letter of Young Lady. 


The ret 
Small 
Madam 


Whi 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Tt is a remarkable fact. that whenever a scribe so far forgets himself as to complain of the | dit in play:—The Cowes Regatta, it would seem, A very great success has been:—It scems that 
weather, the clerk of that papersrees turns on a blue sky, warm winds and a brilliant sun before | Mitchell rather seeks The company of police court beaks :—Grouse shooting has commenced, 1 
the paper is in the hands of the public, so that the grumbler's satirical remarks fall a trifle flat. In | hear the birds are rather scarce this | p= :—The enterprising Mr. Raikes Avery good arrange- 
the hope, therefore, that the clerk will revenge himself in his usual manner, | hereby declare the | ment makes :—How Mr. Wells his luck must thank; He very nearly broke the bank ;—AU England 
weather to be absolutely abominable. Forward :—Jt’s really rich of them to say Their doggie only | will be glad to greet The coming of La France's fleet :—TYa-ta! THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


OVERHEARD AT COWES. 


The return from the Fancy Dress Ball, 5.30 a.m. No cabs available, 
, Small and Early Riser. Say, Charley, are you on the strike at 
Madame Twoswords, or is this yer only time for a constitutional ? 


GOOD OLD DAYS—GOOD OLD KNIGHTS. 
“In — of olde, 
When knightes were boldc.” 


SEW cem yen YE 
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Whirlybob Enfant Terrible. Why did you not bring your wife with you 

r has his fortnightly fling at Margate, and returns Mr. Hi k? ‘ 

: zens pak piel asc Noe Gi He, Well, T'm surprised to see you here; but I'm very glad. I hope you like Cowes? ‘Wir. Henpeck. We are separatel, my dear: we conld not agree. } 

Cabby, Cah, sir; cab? Mabel. Cows! Oh, no; i'm dreadfully frightened of the horrid creatures, Oh, don't say there Enfant Terrible. Then, why did you not fight it out, as pa apd 

Whiriybvb, No, thanks ; I prefer walking. are more coming th‘'s wav! : ma do ¥ 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


GROUSE shooting has commence, and the heart of A. SLoren 
is glad within him, for if there is anything above another of which 
= the Eminent is fond, 
it is of grice; and, iu 
publicly informing 
the world of this fact, 
he trusts that: those 
of his friends and 
patrons who find 
themselves in | the 
neighbourhood of the 
moors will not forget 
it. At the same time, 
he respectfully begs 
to draw attention to 
the fact that “The 
Sloperies” is not a 
sausage manufactory, 
and, therefore, that 
hampers containing 
dead cats in a 
decidedly gamey con- 
dition are practically 
~ wasted. It is a cruel 
sort of hoax, and if 
there is much of it 
this year, A. SLOPER 
will feel compelled, 
in self defence, to 
take steps to bring 
the malefactors to 
justice, *\* 


WE are in a _posi- 
tion to state that A. SLOPER has not accepted the post of Sheriff 
of the City of London for the coming year, as has been stated 
at the Mansion House more than once lately, There is not the 
slightest necessity for such a step, the V’.O.M. has a title already, 


* 

PARLIAMENT is at last prorogued, and the Members, like unruly 
boys let out of school for a holiday, are rushing helter skelter 
bout the country in search of enjoyment. Well, good luck to 
‘em, and may they come back more willing to work and less eager 
to play than heretofore is the sincere wish of A. SLOPER. 

* 


A PEEP into the Empire the other evening revealed to us the fac. 
that the grand ballet Orfeo must be a gigantic success, The house 
was crowded to excess by a most enthusiastic audience, who testi- 
fied in the most marked manner their entire approval of each 
individual item of the capital programme, 

s 


THE continued wet and unseasonable weather is playing snd 
havoc with the amusements of our holiday-makers, The seaside 
resorts patronized by our Cockney 
friends are crowded, ‘tis true, 
but what a miserable holiday 
results from the heavy downpours 
we have been treated to lately. 
The beach and parades are deserted 
of their usual throng of visitors 
who, instead, are standing, cold and 
miserable looking, uuder door- 
ways, in entries, under trees, in fact. 
under anywhere that affords them 
shelter from the drenching rain. 
And the women folk, poor crea- 
tures! bedraggled and wet almost 
to the skin, with their light sum- 
mer costumes hanging tothem like 
limp rags; their lot is indeed a 
hard one, and for their sakes alone 
a quick return to summer weather 
is dexired, ** 


IN writing about Bognor a week 
or so back, Tootsie stupidly forgot 
to mention the “Rising Sun” 
at North Bernsted. The agile 
Fropestor; Mr. R. Sharpe, rejoices 

n an apartment which he calls 
the Jubilee Stamp Room. This is 
a sight not to be missed, the 
walls and ceiling being literally 
covered with stamps of all nations, 
Billy, of course, was very profuse 
in his promises to assist the col- 
lection. He talks, when he gets back to town, of sending down 
an unused French stamp he's had by him since he was a kid. 
But, then, we all kuow what Billy's promises are—pie-crusty—very 
pie-crusty. ee : 

* 


THE number of articles made in Germany is really remarkable. 
Only the other day we purchased, at a well known Fleet Street 
establishment, a photograph of a certain picturesque spot on the 
Thames. Upon looking at the back we were astonished to find the 
words, “Manufactured in Germany.” It is, therefore, with a 
certain amount of satisfaction that we learn that the German 
Emperor he soa English industry to the extent of having all his 
“civil” clothes made by a well known firm in London. Who is 
that well kuown firm, eh? Poole's, Nicholl’s or—Hupe Brothers’ ? 

ss, 
onl 

THERE is absolutely no truth in the rumour that A. SLOPER will 
shortly tigure prominently in the Bankruptcy Court. The Eminent 
is a journalist, nut an actor. a 

s 


AGAIN has the ill fated Princess’ Theatre thrown open its portals, 
this time under the direction of Sidney Herbert Basing. The play 
. the latter gentleman 
has chosen to start his 
season (a short one, 
we are afraid) of 
management with isa 
piece, entitled Fute 
and Fortune, On the 
merits or otherwise of 
the play we prefer to 
remain silent, as it is 
not probable that a 
long suffering public 
will be inflicted with 
its representation for 
more than a very 
limited number of per- 
formances, The theatre 
it is true, is thronged 
with a well dressed 
audience nightly, but 
the percentage of dead 
heads is, we should 
say, very large. You 
cannot make good 
bricks with bad ma- 
terial; aud although 
there are several good 
hames among the 
east, such as Bassett 
Roe, W. L. Abingdon, May Whitty and Cicely Richards, the piece is, 
we are afraid. doomed to failure. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ON Friday evening, July 3lst, the Pioneer of Purity pulled up 
his socks and, certificate in haud, waltzed into the Peckham Theatre 
of Varieties. Welcomed on the P 
threshold of that admirably con- 
ducted hall by the genial proprietor, 
A, SLOPER wept tears of joy—not the 
ordinary common or garden tears of 
joy, but regular, right down, heart- 
felt, hall marked, Al, copper bottomed, 
registered at Lloyd's tears of Love- 
joy, The programme was a very strong 
one, and the house was as tightly a 
packed as a box of figs. “I've been ql 
thinking, feyther,” remarked the Blue <~_ * 
Kyed Prodigy, as his sire fell over the =v ae i 
doormat on leaving, “1 should like to 
be a music hall proprietor.” And the 
Old Man, ever mindtul of the welfare 
of his son, softly hiccupped, “ Orl rish, 
Alecsh, orl rish.” » » 

* 


\ 4 


A CONTEMPORARY, in commenting 2, 
upon the visit of the German Empress 
nnd her sons to Felixtowe, says, * The 
Royal party are never on the beach 
after half-past ten, so that the British 
tourist, who is never so happy as 
when breathing the same air as \ 
Royalty, has to practise unwonted 
early rising.” Now, we do not attempt / 
to deny that there are a few tlunky 
souled individuals who would crane 
their necks over anything and squeeze ni 
in anywhere in order tu catch even a hasty glimpse of a Royal 
personage, but that there are many people snobbish enough to get 
up early iu order to go out and stare at four or five little Germau 
brats aud their mother, we absolutely decline to believe. 


s 

THE Salvation Army seem to be having a lively time of it down 
Eastbourne way, and with just cause, too, The conduct of a body 
of men and women who insist upon promenading the public streets 
Sunday after Sunday, headed by a discordant band, annoying both 
inhabitants and visitors by their singing and shouting, cauoot but 
be severely condemned by every right thinking person, and the 
Kastbournians are to be applauded iu their attempts to put down 
such a public nuisance. *\° 


THE abandonment of the Infants’ Betting Bill has caused great 
rejoicing among the street corner bookies, and their unholy joy is 
shared by the stupid youngsters, who have Leen left free to pursue 
the noble sport of pilfering the till in order to gain the where- 
withal to “ back their fancy.” Three to one, bar one! The sport 
of kings for ever. ** 


THE lights of the legal world are jubilant, for now is the time 
when they can cast off their robes of oftice, shake the dust of the 


Metropolis from their feet, and Ve Wr 

cast about them in search of a 

that amusement or recreation fe ff f | 
most suitable for their indi- wht ELLYN | 
vidual tastes, Those who Ue ee A 
imagine that the lawyer at ‘ pea 
work and the lawyer at play Court | 
bear the auenees resemblance eae 
to one another are greatly mis- VACAT.GI 


taken; and it would be difficult 
to discover « more jovial aud 
good hearted creature than our 
legal friend when once he has 
thrown off his wig and gown, 
preparatory to plunging into 
those little dissipations so dear 
to the hearts of nearly all 
Englishmen, *\° 


WHAT has become of the at 
one time much vaunted Jem 
Smith, ex-champion_ prize 
figater (2) of England? Surely 
the persons who were so full 
of his praise, aud so ready to 
pat him on the back when in 
the zenith of his fame, will not 
desert him now his fortune is at 
a very low ebb?) A helping hand, now that the mau is on 
the lowermost rung of the ladder of fame, is surely not too much to 
expect from those men who have reaped such rich harvests from 
the man's former popularity. » » 

s 


“ FEYTHER,” murmured the Blue Eyed Boy to his bottle nosed 

rent—“ feyther, people are always accusing me of telling tarra- 

iddles, and my heart is weary. How can I make them believe 
that I am truth itself.” The brow of A, SLOPER grew thoughtful. 
Suddenly his visage brightened as the thought of the result of the 
Millard case flashed o'er his brain. Then, with voice trembling 
with emotion, he answered his anxious son thusly, “ Become a 
bobbie, my boy, become a bobbie.” 


IN spite of the withdrawal of “ Tootsie’s Matrimonial Agency,” the 
marriage rate in England and Wales is gradually on the increase, 
and it is now greater than at any period since 1876, Good biz. this, 
and, we would venture to assert, very welcome news to the ladies, 


*x 

WE learn from a daily contemporary that the number of bathing 
accidents this year is unusually large, Whilst deeply regretting 
the fact, we cannot help re- 
marking that, in many cases, 
the unfortunate creatures who 
lose their lives do so through 
nothing less than sheer fool- 
hardiness. It is also a notice- 
able fact that, where we read 
of one woman being drowned, 
we hear of half a dozen men, 
This may be accounted fur by 
the fact that the number of 
men who bathe is greatly in 
excess of the number of women 
who dip in the briny; and it 
should also be borne in mind 
that, unless a woman can 
swim, she is the most timid of 
creatures in the water, and 
rarely ventures in above her 
knees, A. SLOPER says this 
is not because she is afraid, 
but in order to show off her 
bathing dress to advantage— 
and, upon consideration, we're 
inclined to think he's right. 


THE Fabric’ has this day 
bestowed the “Sloper Award 
of Merit” upon Miss WINNIE 
LEALE, because she's the cham- 
pion lady shot, “1 say, : =F “= 
teyther, Winnie must have =... 
been Bisley engaged practising for some time past,” observed Private 
Alexandry Sloper, “to have attained such hexcellence, mustn't 
she?” And the sound of a volley, something like distant thunder, 
was heard in revlv. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING AUGUST 22ND, 1891, 
——— 


16th August, 1875.—By a will, bearing this date, Mr. Jacob 
Yallowley Powell, of Streatham and Lime Street, merchant, left 
large sum of money to several charities, aud £20,000 to his nieces 
Mary Ruth and Charlotte Elizabeth Oselar, between them, but if 
either of them married a minister of the Established Church, or a 
person holding any oftice or commission in Her Majesty's army, 
her interest iu such bequest was to lapse and go among the elev. 
charitable societies, The testator directed that he should be buried 
in unconsecrated ground, 


17th August, 1786.—Hackney coaches were scarce in 
Berlin in the ume of Frederick the Great, who died this day, and 
were therefore looked upon as a luxury to be indulged in only by 
the favoured few. It one day occurred to Prince Henry to give is 
free ball, to which ue one should be admitted who did not arrive 
ina carriage. This restriction was very unpalatable to many who 
had been looking forward to a night's enjoyment. Among the 
number were twelve hairdresser’s assistants who had fully intended 
being at the ball, but whose means did not suftice to cover the hire 
of the requisite three coaches, They, however, concocted a scheme 
which proved successful, They hired a cab in which four of them 
took their seats, and proceeded at a slow pace in the direction ot 
the palace, so as to allow their eight companions to follow on foot, 
When the carriage stupped in front of the palace they opened both 
the doors, and as one stepped out on the right another got in on 
the left under cover of darkness, which was but feebly mitigated 
by the oil lamps over the gateway. The guards were no doubt 
surprised at the inexhaustible character of the conveyance, but the 
trick was a complete success, and the little band soon disappeared 
into the ballroom, 


18th August, 1886.—A_ Vienna newspaper correspondent 
under this date writes; “The Emperor of Austria’s birthday has 
been celebrated in a very odd way by a seeker after notoriety. At 
midnight a man climbed to the top of the tower of St. Stephen's 
along the lightning conductor, and fixed there, half a yard above: 
the cross, between the wings of the eagle, a large black and yellow 
flag of over five yards in length. While ascending he passed the 
window of the fireman on the look out, and the latter was su 
startled that he called to his comrade. The man, however, sai, 
‘Be quiet. Don't make a noise. I only want to place a flag upon 
old Stephen in honour of our Emperor's birthday.’ Notwithstand- 
ing this reassuring statement, the terrified fellow alarmed the fire 
brigade, which soon ap} upon the scene, fully prepared for 
operations, After a while the man came safely down. Thousands 
and thousands of people have been standing around the tower the 
whole day, looking up at the evidence of foolhardiness, 453 feet 
above the ground, The man in ascending placed the flag round his 
neck like a scarf, and took two hours and a half to do the work.” 


19th August, 1886.—This day, in the Scarborough Market, 
there was a mushroom which weighed over 18 0z., and measured 
3lin. in circumference. 


20th August, 1717.—Mr. Bruce, a Scotch gentleman, this 
day, changing clothes with his sister, made his escape from New- 
vate, leaving her there in his room, She was discharged after a 
short imprisonment. 


ist August, 1839.—“ Tom Ingoldsby ” records how, this 
day, Theodore Hook drove him down to Thames Ditton from his 


| | house in Fulham. “Fished all day and dined téte-a-réte at the 


| ‘Swan,’ Though not in health, Hook’s spirits were as good as ever, 


We caught eight dozen and a half of gudgeons, and he repeated to 
me almost as many anecdotes.” Among the rest the trick he 
played when a boy behind the scenes at the Haymarket. During 
the heat of the Westminster Election, at the representation of the 
Wood Demon, the prenipies incautiously trusted him with the 
speaking trumpet, when, just at the moment the fiend rose from 


| the trap, he bawled, in the deenest tones that could be produced, to 


the astonishment of the audienee and the demon’s dismay, “ Sheri- 


Thus a Kamschatkan first kneels down before his guest, then cuts 
off a huge slice from a sea calf, crams it entire into his friend's 
mouth, wildly vociferating, ‘ Zana / tana!’ or ‘there! there!” and 
then, cutting away with his knife whatever hangs beyond his 
guest's lips, snatches at and greedily swallows the raw morsel.” 


HIS ALREADY. 
“A PENNY for your thoughts,” he said. 
And saucily she raised her head 
To meet his searching eyes. 


She laughed, and blushed a vivid red, 
Then shyly, “Oh, how stupid, Ted, 
A man is when he tries ! 
“ For don't you know they're not the sort 
Of things that can be sold and bought ; 
And, oh, you silly Teddy, 
“You didn't know it? Well, you ought, 
That I have not a single thought 
That is not yours already.” 


THE LAST 'BUS. rae p 

TWAS the last "bus from Piccadilly corner—the maiden’s prayer ' 
And, whether it was excess of sorrow or a sudden awakening tv 4 
state of joy on the part of the conductor, we have not been able tv 
ascertain ; anyhow, he'd “done himself well.” He must have been 
revelling that eveuing alike in the red wine that cheers and the 
blue-green “Special” Scotch that, left standing long, will eat its 
way through pewter, He cared not for things mundane—his only 
anxiety seemed to be to hold on by the strap somehow. | 

“Tl stop here,” said the old gentleman in the omnibus, half 
rising, umbrella in hand. 

But the conductor only ed out at the dark, deep blue night. 

“LH stop here,” cried the old gentleman, clutching at a strap 
endeavouring to job the conductor with the ferrule of his umbrells 
bet ween the shoulder blades, : ne are 

But the conductor, eyes closed, was humming “ Hi-tiddley-hi-ti. 

“Tl stop here, I tell you!” shrieked the old gentleman, livi: 
with rage. «+ s 

“ A—Il ri,” replied the conductor, cheerily, “you can stop there 
as long as you bally well like if you only stop kicking up that 
row!" Aud the ‘bus rolled heavily past the fourth milesteue. 


A NEGATIVE. 
“So you want my daughter, do you?" 

The rich cit mnarcliant, who had toiled and spun, and borne Me 
heat and burden of the day, who loved to tell the story of how i: 
entered London, forty-seven years ago, with no boots, three ae Is 
pence, inherited Evzema, and a gumboil, and could now write hi! 
name to a cheque for six figures, gazed at Augustus W. pa 
thumper and smiled sarcastically. He was very calm—dea¢ ‘ 
calm—and there was murder in his eye, but the youthful an 
inpecunious suitor saw it not. 

“1 do want her—indeed I do,” he replied. ; an 

“ Well, sir,” replied the old man, scathingly, “I’m sorry youwer 
my daughter, because | can’t spare her; but you may have 1 
eldest son for a quarter of an hour.” - F 

And he had to. Aud when in the stilly evening he got a 
to his gloomy apartments in Burnhard Street, Bloomsbury, he | ae 
to tell his landlady he had put his head out of a railway carrie" 
window inatuonel. And the landlady, sceptical but full of =." 
wthy, said she thought he must have put the other end out, tev. 


—————e ~ _ 


Sut 
Tho: 


Saturday, August 15, 1891.) 
BE(K)NIGHTED. 


[Many acquaintances of the celebrated opera-impressario, theatrical-manager 
aud sheriff, seem uncertain Low to address him now that he is a knight.) 


Paes a Ou, why does Fate 

Lor! bres Guy. >. strive thus to 
a ue ey y “bust” us, 

wha? so Fle J Putting us into 
— be tow! this plight ? 

a And why doth con- 

fusion encrust 


us? 
Oh, what shall we 
call our Augus- 


tus, 

Now he's _ trans- 
formed to a 
Knight? 


Who'll with instruc- 
tions entrust us, 
That we may ap- 
proach him 
aright? 
Who'll to the true 
plan adjust 


us 
What's the rule for 
addressing Au- 


gustus, 
Now our good 
Gus isa Knight! 


Then, Harris, since Fate has thus thrust us 
Into this fix that’s so tight, 
Say. which is correct (lest Woe rust us)— 
Sir Harris, Sir Glossie, Sir "Gustus, 
Or Sir Druriolanus?) Good Knight! 


———_s—_— 


ADONIS. 
(A ROMANCE OF VeNTNOR.) 
How L loved him! Nay, love is no word for the feeling I enter- 
tained towards him, I adored, I worshipped him. Ah! but he 
was divine, Ouida herself never conceived such a perfect speci- 
men of manhood. The elegance of his form, his clear cut Grecian 
features, his long blonde moustache, the short cropped curls cluster- 
ing around the massive, intellectual brow, the haughty yet graceful 
ered of his noble head, all, all contributed to make him the glorious 
veing he was, And, daughter of a belted earl as [| am, I fell in love 
with Adonis—I called him Adonis—from the very moment I first saw 
him. Whocould hebe? A member of the aristocracy ? No; he was 
too handsome for that. A poet, a sculptor, or, more probably, an 
artist. But what matter his profession? Suftice it that | loved him. 
Shall | ever forget that morning when [ saw him leaning with 
unstudied grace upon the railing of the pier, the glorious morning 
sunlight glistening upon his hair ?—hair tor which Hyperion would 
willingly have exchanged his abundant locks. Shall | ever forget 
how he turned his deep, gleaming orbs full upon me, how his well 
cut lips parted in a 
smile as his glorious 
eyes rested upon my 
face, or shall [ ever 
forget the wild thrill 
of rapture that shot 
through me at. the 
thought that — this 
divine, this glorious 
being had deigned to 
smile on me? Hardly 
knowing what I did, 
I took a small buneh 
of flowers | wore at 
my bosom, — threw 
them at his feet, 
and then, over- 
whelmed with 
inaidenly confusion, 
fled back wildly to 
the hotel flushed and 
heated, and with my 
little heart beating 
wildly with a new and 
delicious sensation T 
guessed must be love. 
That afternoon I 
wandered out alone, 
in the hope that I : 
might perchance meet him again. After time my progress was 
impeded by a crowd that had collected round a couple of niggers. 
I was annoyed, for | knew [ should not find Adonis here, his lofty 
soul would soar above anything so mundane, Just then one of the 
motley clad minstrels broke into the following song :— 
There's a pretty little dear, wot I met upon the pier 
When ‘aving my mornin’ walk ; 
She chucks me a flower at the end of ‘arf an hour, 
And looks as if she'd like a little tork. 
She was mashed on me I could heasily see 
From the languishin’ look in her heye, 
And T mean to have a kiss from that jammy little miss, 
When I meet her in the sweet by-and-by, 


1 heard no more, for there in the singer's buttonhole I recognized 
the floral tribute which [ had that morning flung at my heart's 
darling, whilst in spite of hia blackened face, and the alteration 
effected by the hideous coloured habiliments of his calling, [ reeog- 
nized in the Whitechapel accented singer MY DREAM, MY IDEAL, 
MY ADONIS! 


—_—_@—__—__ 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No. 7.—BLANCHE DAUNCEY. 
McGooseELEY swears by hook 
or crook 
To kill the vile Lord Bob, 
Aud Bob declares that Dookie 
_ Snook 
OF life he'll surely rob, 
The Dook has vowed in mortal 
ocr Tky M 
‘© corpse poor Tky Mo, 
While moaneth Mo, with spleen 


and spite, 
“Tl lay dot Elder low!" 
meant hes pledged himself to 
slash 
The Whirligigger's throat, 
And SLOPER’s Showman swears 
he'll smash 
The head of SLoPER’s Pote. 
The Pote vows death to Uncle 


on, 
And Boffin says he'll try 
To hasten Alexandry off 
To realms beyond the sky. 
Fons Auck's striving, nothing 
oth, 
To poison Blood Stained Bill, 
And Higgins sweareth by his 
troth 
p : The Fossil’s blood to spill. 
Dut why this spleenand spite and call In SLOPER's peaceful band ? 
Those Jove lorn loons are rivals all For beanteous Blanche’s hand, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_— 


“THE FREEMAN'S JOURNAL,” LIMITED, DUBLIN, 
July 29th, 1891. 

_ Dear ALLy,—I send you the following squib ; it may be of some 
interest to you and amuse your readers :—A patient under treat- 
ment in Jervis Street Hospital, Dublin, some time since requested 
one of the attendants to procure hima copy of the London Figaro, 
After a lengthened absence the attendant returned, said he tried 
several news shops, but could not get the paper Figare, He, how- 
ever, produced in triumph a copy of “ ALLY SLOPER,” saying that 
was the one with the greatest number of figures he could find 
amongst them all. The sick man took to reading ALLY's print 
and soon recovered from his ailments. So also did the men in 
each of the beds on each side of him, They all take a dose weekly 
of “ ALLY SLOPER,” and have not required the attention of a doctor 
since, Yours sincerely, Cc. A, CALLAMAN, 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 17.—HE Proves His INNATE AND INERADICABLE MODEsiyY, | 


“TLL save it,” said SLOPER, “ for blimey ! 

A pot of old six it will buy me!" 

And straightway, with thriftiness prime, he | 
That tanner replaced in his fob: 

And away down the cliff-bordered shore he 

Strode forth in the summer-tide’s glory, 

Till twenty-four furlongs or more he 
Had gone from the haunts of the mob, 


Beroeft of “ Unsweetened ” and beer, he 

With tramping so far had grown weary, 

But now, with his heart waxing cheery, 
He paused in his march, and with glee 

Muttered, “ Here is the diggings for stripping, 

And into the wild waters skipping, 

And plunging, disporting, and dipping, 
Like Neptune, deep, deep in the sea!” 


His towels in readiness laid he, 
The prospect with pleasure surveyed he, 
Right quickly his form disarrayed he, 
And then—the disconsolate wretch 
A disastrous omission detected, 
And forty tierce oaths interjected ;— 
Alack ! a sad lack ! he'd neglected 
His bathing drawers with him to fetcn, 


His glance o'er the sea-surface bent he, 

His gaze o'er the land-level sent he, 

And, lo! with a sigh of content he 
Beheld—not a soul: and exclaimed. 

“Not in vain have [ made this excursion, 

And borne this fatiguing exertion : 

'Cos why?) IT can have my submersion, 
And feel nor afraid nor ashamed !"” 


But, as down to the waves he was rushing, 
A thought overwhelming and crushing 
Came o'er him. Then blubbered he, blushing, 
“I've wasted my journey, that’s flat! 
For, though Indies of earth be not nigh me, 
The mermaids and sea-nymphs will spy me 
In Nature's apparel: and, blimey ! 
I'm rather too modest for that !!” 


ee 


PAYMENT IN KIND. 

Treful Creditor. Really, Mr. SLOPER, | must insist on a aettle- 
ment of this little bill of £2 8s. 6d, It has been outstanding for 
over three years. | 

The Eminent, Dear mo! T wasn't aware of it, or over three years | 
ago ‘twould have been discharged. By the way, | haven't thecash | 
about me just now. Do you mind if | pay you in ae! | 

No-longer-ircful Creditor (anticipating a cheque), Not at all, sir. 
Indeed, [ should prefer it. 

The Eminent, Ah, that's right! Alexandry, take this gentleman 
round to the office, and Jet him have 582 back numbers of the 


“ JIALF-HOLIDAY.” 
——— 


EXTRACT OF LETTER FROM YOUNG LADY AT 
EASTBOURNE. 

“DEAR PAPA,—Please send me a pair of brown shoes. They 
are all the rage down here ; in fact, I may say that in Eastbourne 
the ladies wear nothing but brown shoes.” ALLY SLOPER is 
making up a party for Eastbourne to see the ladies attired in 
nothing but brown shoes, Who will come? Don't all speak at 
once, 


—__—_——__—_ 


THE MULTIPOTENT SMILE. 


IN the birthplace of sacrosanct things 
It was born at the dawning of day ; 
It was borne upon seraphim’s wings 
To the regions of animate clay. 
On the hunger-pinched face it appeared 
Of a child in the slums; and from there 
(Like » God-given gleam) it careered 
To the heart of a father who wept in despair, 


Through the frame of that father at crept, 
And it strengthened weak sinew and thew ; 
In his soul, softly singing, it leapt ; 
To his feet it gave swiftness anew, 
It imbued him with life and with power, 
Then again o'er his features it rolled, 
And passed on, in that very same hour, 
To the heart of a tyrant, a stern and a cold! 


And the slaves of that tyrant—men, boys— 
Cried, astounded, “ What virtuous freak 
Of our master’s is this? He employs 
A poor man who is ailing and weak !” 
For they wist not how strangely beguiled 
He had been by the far-spreading power 
Of a smile that was smiled by a child 
On her anguish-crushed sire, in affliction’s dark hour. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

Why isa Dictionary like a student at law ?—Because it's a lex- 
T-con. 

IN old times Abraham made sacrifices, and his descendants have 
been pretending to “make sacrifices” ever since, Vide clothicrs’ 
advertisements, 

Way may the break of day be called tea-time ?—Because we 
always have T at the end of night, 

Why isa working man's Sabbath not a Sabbath ?—Because he 
gets all the rest of the week that day. ont 

THE REIGN OF TERROR—Kil-reign, when he had Slavin pitch- 
ing into him. 

SUITABLE beverage for a member of the Foree—Kop’s ale. 

WHEN did SLOPER get the “Jubilee Medal” ?—When Jubilee, 
the meddling youngster, poured ink into his father's gin. 

Doy’t call for the librettist, boys, when you go to the Savoy. 


+ Yon ean see a Dance there every night without hollering. 


TELL vour darling she’s lily-pale. and she takes it as a compli- 
ment. Call her milk-pale, and——!!2? 

SLOPER'S heir has been aptly described as “the son of a gun,” 
but they reach a deeper depth of imbecility over in Gazaland, King 
tjungunhana’s heir 1s the son of rather more than two guns, 
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SLOPER’'S SELECT LIBRARY. 
ge 
BOLDEROCK. 
(A ROMAUNT OF YE OLDEN Tyme.) 
<= 
CHAPTER XIIL—( Continued ), 
_ THE ruby red nose of Bolderock and his partner in the father- 
in-iaw business glowed brightly in the firelight as they continued 


“ But I've no money !" 


their conversation, The baron listened with eager ears as his com- 
panion said— 

“Now that Lam to become a noble, Iam going to cut the shop to 
some extent. I propose to turn it into a limited liability com- 
pany. By getting a few nobs as directors, we will make the busi- 
ness go high. | want you to join us and take shares.” 

“Take shares! But I've no money !" blundered out Bolderock. 

“Oh! never mind that; I'll make that all right. I want your 
name. You'll get £20,000 worth of paid-up shares, and you'll be 
chairman of the company with 2 salary of £1,000 a year. 

“Gadzvoks! you take my breath away. Mave you taken steps?” 


{© Soncune 
OSS R, 
Company weorveD 


. me lei 


Daven Buve roc! 
“DiRecvoRs ~ 

CE RHE 1m SAKOP = camer 

ATAELS TARE 0. segceetmne 


COWRAD op pee errr ee- 


“ Here is the abridged prospectus.” 


“Steps! Why, the whole of the capital is subscribed. I kept it 
tora surprise to you. Here is the abridged prospectus :"— 


The Subscription List will open on Monday, the 11th March, and close on 
‘Thursday, 14th March, 


y E SORCERER SOAP COMPANY, LIMITED. 
Incorporated under the Companies Acts, 1132 to 1275, 
CAPITAL - - - £1,000,000, 


Divided into 25,000 Founders’ Shares, and 75,000 Ordinary Shares of £10 each, 
the whole of which have been taken up. 


ISSUE OF £300,000 SIX PER CENT. DEBENTURES, 


This Company has been formed for the purpose of acquiring and carrying on 
asa going concern the extensive works constructed for the purpose of utilizing 
the patents secured for the manufacture of what will henceforth and for ever be 
known as “Ye Sorcerer Soap.” The valuable discovery is certain to be very 
popniar as it becomes better known, and it is already bein: used by the Royal 
Family and most of the nobility, who have begun to realize the benefits of wash- 
ing themselves, “ 

The entire capital of the 
Company has been already sub- 
scribed, and the present issue of 
£300,000 Six Per Cent. Deben- 
tures is secured as a first mort- 
gage on the real property of 
the Company, which has been 
valued at £700,000, 


CHAIRMAN: 
BARON BDOLDEROVE, 


wood, 
ATHELSTANF, of Coningsburg. 
WILFRID, of Ivanhoe, 
SIR BRIAN DE BOIsGvuiL- 


BERT. 
ConranK, of Mont Fitchet, 
ALBERT DE MALVOISIN, 
WALDEMAR FITZURSE. 
Ropin Hoop, Esq., Sherwood 


Sy 
Forest. q 
BANKERS: 


Isaac, of York; REUBEN, of 
Tadcaster, 


* * * 

The good old baron sold 
off the whole of his arm- 
our to a travelling wax- 
work, retired _perman- 
ently from the filibuster- 
ing business, and put in 
a considerable portion of 
his leisure on the Riviera. Curtain. 

The members of the : 
Maid-Servants’ Union and United Man-at-\rms and Warders’ As- 
sociation looked rather glum at first, but as they had already, by 
resolution, organized an Amalgamated Federation, they decided 
to make it a permanency, so ealled inan itinerant friar and had a 
gigantic wedding. Most of the members settled down to ex peri- 
ment with the three-acres-and-a-cow problem, and at intervals 
posed as bankrupts, with a apatite amount of arrears 

Tak ENb. 


ont ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. (Saturday, August 15, 1891. 
“THE “FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. | TOO BAD OF MAMMA. 


No. 2164.—Mk, RUDYARD KIPLinG, F.OS. 


“In response to the almost unanimous demand of our readers, 
we have much pleasure this week in depicting the features of 


that well known and popular author, Rudyard Kipling. Those 7! 

tata ne ‘; renee ; uabiteletioay Arad Deby thie hoowlanee “Oh! if you please, little boy, ma’s sent me to ask you if you'd like to help me build a sand castle, and then, Aoi 

roupled with the fact that we are at present surrounded by if I like you, she says you may come home to tea with me, if your mamma don't mind.” He said it wasn't the influenza se much as the fact 
important business cares and worries, necessitated us. seeking (UUntense disgust,of Shorthead, the famous lightweight jockey, who is down here recovering Jrom of knowing that his ownest own had been stirring the 
information from secret sources at a great expenditure of money. the effects of a throw, gruel with a tallow candle. 


It 18 that our hero was first introduced to public notice in oe = ca 
« a dancing dervish, in eich capaclty pa Decane oO DARE DEVIL DICK; OR, THE KNIGHT OF THE ROAD. 
ful, that he was finally enabled to retire from pro- rf = y 3 
m with quite a ‘pile.’ “The flea then entered Rudyard's (A ROMANCE IN ONE CHAPTER.) 
mind of weighing out as a full blown Buccaneer, and with this ¢ 
idea he eagerly devoured all the literature procurable bearing 
on that honoured profession. Bat our hero had friends, anil it 
was by their efforts that he was deterred from entering into 
such a dangerous business. For some months after this Rud- 
yard remained extremely quiet, so quiet, indeed, that many 
t, and. in fact, hoped, that he had given up the ghost. 
Ne , indeed. “The Last of the Pirate Kings,” “ Bill Bunks, 
the Bold) Buceancer,” and similar books proved such attractive 
reading to our hero, that he determined upon embracing litera- 
ture as a profession, and the previous few months had been 
spent in preparing himself for the life of an author. Chiefly 
heeause he isa promising author, onr here wae created F.O.S., 
and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him September 
."— Dehrett Laproved, 


“4 ‘ 
BETWEEN TWO FIRES. 
Camlulates for matrimonial honours, 


% , 
| 
| 
: 


(5) 


(1). Dare Devil Dick. “What ho, Blueskin! Have you overhauled the treasury buck-jumpin’ capers! Got aboard, Blueskin ?"——(3). “Hark! A footstep: A 
chest, as ordered?" Blueskin. “I have, captain: it contains twopence-halfpenny, traveller approaches! Now for it! Death or victory !"——(4). “Stand and deliver’ 
three peppermints, a bootlace, and half a toy steam-ingin.” D. D. Dick. “Hah! Then | Your money or your life!" The Traveller. “ Now, you, Billy Perkins, you know your 
once more we must betake ourselves to the ‘ high-toby'! Saddle Black Bess, and see mother wouldn't let yer play with them things if she see yer! That ll blow hup if 
that your ‘barkers’ are loaded. Society has nade me what I am, and it must bear yer don't mind wot yer a-doin’ on!"——(5). Bang!!!! “Drat the boys!! There! 

my vengeance !"——(2). “Soho, Black Bess! Gently, lass! None o' yer bluomin’ Uknowed it would! That's the wust of playin’ with them there firearms!" 


DANCING GIRLS. pot tes am A DELUSION. 


“You'a poor sempstress and Ta son of toil. But work is 
not our vocation, so we will beguile our time by descending 


Ice-cream Man, How much? ‘Aporth? “Curfous malformation of that child's neck !" said Profes* r 


Manly Youngster, ‘Aporth! Wot d'yer tak’ me for —a bleomin’ No. 7. ‘from our aftre, imbibing at a neighbouring hostelry, and make Squinney. What with the twilight, his short sight, and sot - 
kid?) Whack us ina gool penn'orth, and stow yer jabber! The girl who al ways loses her programme the welkin ring with, ‘We won't go home till morning.’ 1 thing he had had to keepont the damp, it did look strange to hit : 
London : Printel by DALZIEL BROTHERS, at thelr Camden Press, High Street, N.W., and I'ublished by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, a. “ The Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, B.U.—Saturtay, August 15, 1391. 


